







The Tragedie of Titus oJndronicus] 


Luc. Thankes gentle Romanes,may I gouerne fo. 

To heale Romes harmc*,and wipe aw ay her woe. 

But gentle people,giue me ayme a-while. 

For Nature puts me to a heauy taske : 

Stand all aloofe, but Vncklc draw you neere. 

To fhed obfequious tearea vpon this Trunke : 

Oh take this vvarmc kifle on thy pale cold lips, 

Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy bloud-flainefacc. 

The laft true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

May. Tcare for tearc,and louing kifle for kifle, 

Thy Brother Mxrctu tenders on thy Lips : 

O were the fumme of thefc that I fhould pay 
Countlcfle, and infinit, yet would I pay them. 

Lw. Conae hither Boy, come,command learneoifvs 
To melt in fliowres: thy Grandfire lou’d thee well: 
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee: 

Sung thee afleepe, hi s Louing Breft, thy Pillow : 

Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
jMeetc, and agreeing with thine Infancie: 

n that refpeft then, like a louing Childe, 

Shed yet forne fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kinde Nature doth require it fo: 
Friends,fhouldaflbciacc Friends,in Greefe and Wo. 

Bid him farwell, commit him to theGraue, 

Do him that kindnefl*e,and take leaue of him. 

Hay. OGrand(ire,Grandfirc: euen with all my heart 
Would I were Dead ,fo you did Liue againe. 

O Lord) 1 cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teares will choake me, if 1 ope my mouth. 


/taww. You fad A«dro*ici, hauedonTwirK r ^ " 
Giue fentence on this execrable Wretch, ” Ww, » 
That hath beene breeder of thefe direeuents 

Luc Set him breft deepe in earth,and faniifl, x, 
rhere let him ftand,and raue.and cry for food , ” lni: 
If any one releeues, or pitties him, C 5 

For the offence,he dyes. This is our doonj c • 

Some flay, to fee him faft’ned in the earth. 

Aron * O why fhould vvrath be mute,& P Ur „ j , 
I am no Baby I, that with bafe Prayers ^ ^ l,m b 
I fhould repent the Euils I haue done. 

Ten thonfand worfe, then cueryet I did, 

Would I performe if I might haue my will: 

Ifone good Deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my Tery Soule. 

Lucius. Some louing Friends conuev the Emn u 
And giue him buriall in his Fathers grauc, "' henc< 

My Father, and Lauittia, (hall forthwith 
Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument: 

As for that heynous TygerTVwwr*, 

No Funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weedi •] 

No mournfull Bell (hall ring her Buriall: * J 

But throw her foorth to Beafts and Birds of prey; 

Her life was Beaft-like, and deuoid of pitty/ * 

And being fo, (hall haue like want of pitty .*' 

See luftice done on iA*ron that damn’d Moore, 
From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning ■ 
Then afterward?, to Order well the State, 6 ' 

That likeEuents, may ne’re it Ruinate. Ixmtmtt 
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the tragedie of 

rO MEO and IVLIE T. 


vjlllm Trims. Sccona Trim • 



Enter SAntpfou Arid Gregory with Swords and Bucklers, 
aft he Houfe ofC Apulet. 

Sampfon. 

Rerory : A my word wee’l not carry coales. 

Gref. No,for then we fhould beColliars. 

SAmp. 1 mean, if we be in choller,wec 1 draw. 
Greg. I, While you liue, draw your neckeout 

o’th Collar. . 

Samp. I-ftritc quickly, being woud. 

Crcz* But thou art not quickly mouM to llnkf. 

Sump. A dog of the houl’c of Mount ague, rooties me. 
QreLlo mouc,is to ftir: and to be valiant,is to Band: 
ThercforCjif thou art mou’d,thou runft away. 

Sump. A dogge of that houfe (Ball moue me to Band. 
Ivvilltake the wall ofany Man or Maid ol Montagues. 
Greg. That fhewes thee a weakc flaue, for the wea- 

keft goes to the wall. f , , . 

Samp. True,and therefore women being the weaker 
Veflcls.are euer thruft to the wall: therefore! will puih 
Mountaguesmcn from the wall, and thrufthts Maidcs to 
.f (their men. 

we wall. ' , 

Gref. The Quarrel! is betweene our Mailers, and vs 

Samp. ’Tis all one,I will fhew nay ielfe a tyrant: when 
jhauc fought with the men, I will bee duill wit* the 
Maids,and cut off their heads, 

Greu The heads of the Maids? 

Sam. I .the heads of the Maids,or their Maiden-heads, 
Take it in what fence thou wilt. 

Greg. They muft take it fence, that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feclc while I am able to ftand: 

And’tisknowne I am.a pretty peece offlefh. 

Greg # Tis well thou art not Fiflh : If thou had’ft, thou 
had'ft beene poore Iohn. Draw thy Toolc>hcre comes of 
the Houfe of the Lfttount agues. 

Enter two other Seruingmen. 

Sam My naked weapon is out: quarrel,I wil back thee 
Gre. How? Turnethybacke,andrun. 

Sam. Fearemenot. 

Gre. Nomarry : Ifearethce. 

Sam. Let vs take the Law of our fides:Iet them begin. 
Cr.I wil frown as I pafle by,& let the take it as they lift 
Sam. Nay t as they darc.I wil bite my Thumb at them, 
which is a difgrace to them, if they bcare it. 

Abrx* Do you bite your Thumbe at vs fir? 

Samp. I do bite my Thumbe,fir. \ 

A bra. Do you bite yonr Thumb at vs, fir? ^ 

Sam. Is theLawof ourfid^iflfay I? 


Gre. No. 


Sam. No fir,T do not bice my Thumbe at you fir: but 
I bite my Thumbe fir. 

Greg. Doyou quarrellfir ? 

A bra. Quarrcll fir? no fir. ( 2S y ou 

Sam. If you do fir,I am for you,I feruc as good a man 

Abra, No better? . Samp. Well fir. 

Enter TSenuolio. 

Cjr .Say bctcerchere comes one of my mafters kinfmen. 

Samp. Yes, better. 

Abra. You Lye. 

Samp. Draw it you be men. Gregory , remember thy 
wafhingblow. They Fight. 

Ben. Part Foolc$,put vp your Swords,you know not 
what you do. 

Enter 7 ibalf. 

Tyb . What art thou drawne, among thefe heartlefle 
Hindes? Turncthee Tenuolto^ookQ vpon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keepe the peace,put vp thy Sword, 

Or manage ic to part thefe men with me. 

Tyb. What draw,and talke of peace ? I hate the word 
As 1 hate hell, all Mount agues > and thee: 

Haue at thee Coward. Fight . 

Enter three orfoure Citizens with Clubs. 

0^7.Clubs,Bi!$,and Partifons,ftrikc,beat them dowta 
Downc with the Capulets y dov:nc with the Momtagttes* 
Enter old Capulet in his Gowne } and his wife. 

Cap. What noife is thisrGiuc me my long Sword ho. 

Wife. A crutch,a crutch : why call you for a Sword ? 

Cap. My Sword I fay : Old 7 Mount ague is comc^ 

And flouriflies his Blade in fpighc of me. 

Enter old Mount ague his wife. 

Trloun. Thou villaine Capulet. Hold me not, let me go 

%.Wife. Thou (halt not ftir a foocc to feeke a Foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his Trains. 

Prince. Rebellious Subiefts,Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele, 

Will they not hcare ? What hoe,you Men, you Beafts, 
That quench the fire of your pernitiousRagc, 

With purple Fountaines iffuing from your Vcincs s 
On paine of Torture, from thofe bloody hands 
Throw your mifternper’d Weapon* to the grounds 
And heart the Sentence ofyour mooued Prince. 

Three ciuill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word, 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague ,» 

Haue thrice difturb’d the quiet ot our ftrects. 

And made Verona s ancient Citizens 
Caft by their Grauc befeeming Ornaments, 

To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, 

ee 3 Cankred/ 
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